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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ofhel. Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet , and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweet, not lading. 

The perfume and luppliance of a minute : 

No more. 

Ofhel. No more but lb. 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no (bile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft .feare 
His greatneffc wai’d, his will is not his owne. 

He may not, as unvalued perlbns doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice becircumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeeldihg of that body 
W hereof he is the head: then if be faies He loves you. 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleeve it. 

As he in his particular adf and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmark^ goes withall. 
Then weigh wbat Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eareyou lift his fbngs, 

Or loofe your heart, or your chaftetreafure open 
To his unmaflred importupitie. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare After, 

And keep you in the reare of your atfeftion. 

Out of the fhot and danger of defire : 
t< Thecharieftmaidis prodigall enough, 

If (be unmaske her beauty to the Moone : ■ 

<[ Vertue it felfefcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

«« The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d, 


And 


* (p /me i o/ Denmarke. 

. . mnrnc and liquid dew of youth 
A"d 10 f u S blaftments are moft imminent. 

Contag lOUS beft j- a f ety lyes in feare. 

Be wane l . h ’ f re bells though none elfe neere. 
yoothtoit the ef f e( cj. 0 f this good Ieflon keep, 

°? l c L n to my heart : But good my brother 
* sW „ feme ungracious Paftors doe, 

D° e n ° c t he 'fteep and thorny way of heaven, 

S K ' p U f t and rechleffe Libertine, 
nmfelfe the primrofe path of dalUance treads. 

Enter Polony 

Laer* O feare me not; 
l ftav too long s but here my father comes- 
a double bleffing is a double grace, 

And thefe few precepts in thv memory • 

Look thou charaaer: Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his aa : 

Bethou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar: _ 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear t that th’oppofer may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenfure, but referve thy judgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe canbuy. 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparelloft proclaimes the man. 

And they in France of -the beft ranke and ft 



Are or a moit letect ana generous, cnie 
Neither a borrower .nor a lender boy. 

For love oft lofes both it felfe and friend. 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
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